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HE signed his first official letter on October 30,1809.   There
was a lull in Europe; and for a moment after Wagram the
Empire seemed to sit with folded wings.   But between the
mountains and the sea the guns still boomed through
the dusty Catalan sunshine outside Gerona; and whilst Lord
Wellington watched gloomily from Portugal, the Spanish
armies stumbled towards disaster at Ocana.   So the new
Secretary at War signed his first official letter: it dealt, with-
out undue originality, with the topic of regimental accounts.
On the next day he exercised his powers to commit a
Guardsman's demented wife to Bedlam, attending a week
later to perform the same sad office for a private of the
Line.   At first the brunt of his correspondence was borne by
his Deputy.   But soon he was assiduous at the office, where
his life became a decorous whirl of greatcoats, sealed patterns,
forage, and finance, relieved by rare flickers of reality when a
constable called down official thunders by obstructing the
Foot Guards or ,a zealous press at Liverpool was positively
caught diverting soldiers to the baser uses of the Admiralty-
He signed Militia circulars and explored the mysterious
recesses of the Compassionate List; he was prolific in minutes
upon homely affairs of inn-keepers and billets; and his pen
grew strangely familiar with absorbing problems of pay
and allowances, occasionally troubling the General com-
manding the forces in Portugal with detailed inquiries of that
meticulous class, which is the delight of Departments and the
despair of soldiers in the field.   He discovered with a pleased
surprise that the Commander-in-Chief" has a strong national
propensity to a job "; and once he was solicited to find an
Army medical appointment for Dr. Knighton," accoucheur/1
as Mr. Creevey wickedly notes, " to Pojl Roffle, Wellesley's
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